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Travel Twilight 


Author's Notes: 

early IIT]. so i havent posted anything in over 4 months because of dumb reasons re: computer issues and 
then me just being lazy and forgetful and busy but hey heres this that i made a while back. i dont think its 
inside my usual continuity but eh im ok with it. this is really sappy 


From the window of the Montreux chalet, Chris could see Jon, silhouetted against the headlights of Rick's 
rented car, crossing around the front of the vehicle and leaning into the driver's side window. Jon and Rick 
were not talking. They were in far too close proximity for that. What could Chris do in response but sigh? He 
knew, by now, that every time he said, "I'm going back to the chalet," and they responded, "Well, we'll just finish 
recording this bit," that they would take advantage of the alone time. And he knew they both knew he knew. 
But no one said a word, and it reminded him too much of a few years ago when he and Jon spoke nothing of 
their relationship to anyone else in the band even though everyone knew. He must, he thought, have been 


feeling the way Tony had, or Steve. 


No. He felt the way Bill had felt. Sometimes, here in Switzerland, when he went outside to get into the car to 
head to the studio, the cold scraped itself so deeply into Chris’ skin that it stung. He felt it now in his stomach. 


In his heart. He figured he might as well check on the tea he was making, because he wasn't sure what good 


Jon's body against him would do as far as warming was concerned. It would come to him too late, anyway. 


So he thought, at any rate. Even after he heard Rick's car take off down the street toward his chalet, and Jon 
came in wearing that ancient old black-and-white coat of his, all hurried and terse and dusted with snow, and 
they sat together on the living room couch with the tea, and they talked about what Jon and Rick supposedly 
did back at the studio, Chris couldn't help clasping onto him, holding him like he always did. Kissing him like he 
always did. Nuzzling his hair out of the way to ribble at his neck like he always did. 


He laid Jon down on the couch and tried his hardest to ignore that there was that lingering scent of smoke and 
booze and vague man on him. In any other occasion he wouldn't think anything of it. However, he soldiered on, 
positive he could fight through it. After all, anytime he awoke from a nightmare, he had to carry on with the 
rest of the day. Even the drug-induced nightmare that landed him in the hospital and that he thought about 
every day for the past decade hadn't ripped him entirely to shreds. Dangling tassels, maybe. He held his breath 
while he kissed Jon, because if his lips touched a spot where Rick's had and he happened to breathe at the 
same time, he'd taste it, too, and he was sure he'd never recover if that happened. Still, he went ahead with 


pulling Jon's shirt off, convinced he could survive it. 
It was the little blotches all over Jon's skin that he couldn't survive. 


All kinds of them, everywhere, like a used napkin. A blotch beginning to bruise on his chest. A set of long, 
pinkish scratches marking the curve of his hip. Indents from a bite-a whole line of bites-on the inside of his 
thigh. An atrocious amalgam of shapes and patterns, a splatter from out of a night terror. Chris couldn't even 
recoil. He'd sat up to start taking his own clothes off just before he saw them. Jon lay there panting and 
flushed, surprised, probably that he could be brought to this level a second time in one night. 


He'd have to stay that way. Chris let his eyes pause on each blemish. He inhaled for the length of time it took 
for him to trace those three parallel scratch marks-one for each of the three longest keyboarding fingers- 
and used his breath to collapse onto Jon's stomach, thought in mind to carry forth as heretofore he had all 
night. But he came to rest with a purpling bruise in his line of sight, and he couldn't. He sighed, and he shot 
back up, and he said to Jon, "This is the second time this week." 


All too mercifully he allowed Jon a moment just to pant and gather himself. Chris had shocked whatever little 
blood was still in his head right out of him. Eventually Jon took a deep breath and propped himself up onto his 
elbows, cheeks still deep pink, little wet tendrils of dark hair glued with sweat against the sides of his face. He 


only said Chris' name. Murmured it. 


"You haven't done this twice in one week before," Chris said He tried to stiffen his features, tighten himself, 
bury everything he felt, whatever it all was, under a layer of concrete, but he couldn't be sure what all 
showed through. "How long ago were you only doing it once a week? Or every other week? Once a month? Just 


-every so often?" 


Jon pulled himself into a ball. Tucked his face from the bridge of his nose down behind his knees. Chris waited 


for him to respond, but he didn't. His eyes fell somewhere to the side, as if a patch of floor would break apart 
like a mouth and whisper to him what to say. He made an idle rubbing motion with his thumb against his shin, 


right over another shallow scratch mark. 


It was a coincidence that Jon happened to stroke there, but suddenly, and fully, it pushed Chris to the absolute 


end. "Do you want to leave me, Jon?" he asked. "Is that what this is about?" 


"No!" Jon cried, shaking his head so the waves of his hair bounced around him, finally darting his eyes over to 


gaze back up at him. 


Chris folded his arms, letting out a huff. "What else could it be, though? I'm sure | don't know the protocol in 
the ‘elf culture’ the way you do, but usually, unless some mutual agreement has been made, when you're in a 
relationship with someone you love, that's the only person you have it off with. And | don't remember making 


any kind of arrangement with you.” 


"But | don't-" Jon seemed to shudder, either at the tone or the words themselves. "-Whyever would | want to 


leave you?" 
"| don't know," Chris replied. "Rick Wakeman, maybe." 


Jon responded with a high whine, as if humming a better answer in rehearsal for when he'd actually figure out 


what it was. Chris pushed himself off the couch. A whine, indeed. 


| can't do this anymore," he said, rounding the couch to head down the hallway. But before he even made it 
out of the room, before he'd even finished speaking, Jon leapt from the couch and raced up to him, lunging 


forward to grab Chris by the wrists. 
"A-are you leaving me..?" he squeaked. 


Chris looked down at him, all red and bruised and bitten and scratched and welling with tears. And instead of 
yanking his way out of Jon's grasp, Chris slackened in it. Because even when Jon wronged him, bore the marks 
of his betrayal like battle scars, eyed him on the verge of tears for whichever reason that Chris, now, was 
too exhausted to discover, he loved him. It was far, far too soon even now to set about trying to fall out of 


love with him. 


"No," he sighed. "That's up to you, Jon. If you want to keep fooling around with Rick, go fool around with Rick. 
But if you want to stay with me.." He shook his head, closed his eyes, and ran his hand through his hair. He 
couldn't even finish the thought. The conclusion seemed so far off. ".'m awfully good at trying too hard," he 
said. "Lord, this is a bigger nightmare than-mmm. You go wash up. lim going to bed." 


With that, he ripped his wrists free of Jon's hands and headed into the bedroom without the slightest glance 
back at Jon. 


For once, though, he couldn't fall asleep. He lay there in the bed and heard every second of the hum of the 
shower down the hall. Usually Jon sang to himself in there, on the occasions Chris didn't join him. Tonight, 
though, he was silent. And Chris supposed the hiss of the shower was a kind of silence of its own, in the same 
way that a waterfall creates a barrier in front of a cave. He wondered if Alan and Steve, in the chalet next to 


theirs, had ever had to hear that same sort of nothingness. 


And for a long while, he tried to imagine the future. Of the two of them, of the band. He wondered if Rick had 
ever made any kind of promise to Jon that they wouldn't have to hide their relationship from the public, or 
anything of the sort. He knew Jon had always wanted that, openness. And it made him think for what felt like 
ages about their first night together. He remembered Jon in that same silly coat, and how he tasted when he 
kissed him, and how after they'd made love, they'd just stayed in bed and held each other all night, and Chris 
slept so well that in the morning when they woke up, he asked Jon how he had slept and Jon just said, "I'm not 
leaving," and buried himself under the covers, pressing his face into Chris' chest. How unlikely it seemed now 


that Jon even remembered that night. 


At length Jon abandoned the shower and came back to him. He'd stayed in longer than he normally did, though 
not so long that it made Chris dwell on the thought excessively; only enough that he figured Jon had reached 
whatever conclusion he'd sought abruptly after a lengthy debate. Jon said nothing and kept the towel around 
his wet body and climbed into bed with Chris. Pushed himself snug along his side. Clung to him. Like a damp leaf 
in a thunderstorm. Chris held him, but couldn't look at him. He decided he wouldn't until he knew for certain 
whether Jon latched to him so in search of warmth or forgiveness. He could smell the honey-infused soap and 


generic hospitality shampoo, a soapier-smelling thing than the soap itself, on him at any rate. 
"Did you choose in the shower or are you going to figure it out in your sleep?" Chris asked. 


He felt Jon look up at him, then pause and hold a gaze on him for a while. He'd expected as much. "What more 


do you want from me?" Jon replied, finally. 


To that, Chris rolled onto his side, away from Jon, and set to work falling asleep. If Jon didn't know now, he'd 


never know, and he'd never figure it out, and he'd never choose Chris. 


Yet in his dream he told Jon what he wanted from him. Everything. That he wanted to know, when he went to 
bed every night, that Jon would still be there beside him in the morning. That he wanted to hold his hand out 
around town. That he wanted the two of them to come home each night to some place they called their own 
and spend all of the rest of the evening with him. That he wanted Jon to feel just as safe and secure and 
loved with Chris that Chris once had with him. That no matter what they chose to call themselves, they'd 
always be together, always have each other, nobody else. But he only said it all in his dream. All things he 
should have said a long, long time ago, back when there wasn't a doubt in his mind that Jon wanted the very 
same thing. In the dream it didn't matter. Too late, though. When he woke suddenly from the dream, Jon wasn't 
there. 


Of course, he thought, sitting up. The blanket fell from his chest into his lap and he looked around, wishing it 


were only a bit darker so he couldn't see the shadowy surfaces of everything surrounding him, because it all 


made him think of Jon. Jon, who had probably snuck off as soon as Chris had fallen into so deep a sleep that 
nothing, not the shifting of the mattress, not the absence of the tiny warm body against him, would wake him, 
and who now was probably curled up alongside or squirming underneath one of the most talented and famous 
keyboard players in the world. Chris figured a set of qualifiers that absurd was the only thing that would suit 
the likes of Jon. He considered going back to sleep long enough to flop back down onto the pillow, but the 
moment he closed his eyes he knew he wouldn't be able to. They wouldn't stay shut, and when he looked 
around the room, he saw shapes in the shadows, terrible things that reminded him of that godforsaken bad 
trip, and he thought he could feel the air scraping all on his skin again. It was just too cold. 


He flopped onto his back and then turned onto his right side. His eyes opened. Jon's silhouette stood in the 


doorway. 


Chris sat up and eyed him until he adjusted to the dark against the light, the dark closing the light behind it, 
the dark submerging itself into the dark around it. Jon had gotten dressed at some point, put that old coat, the 
one like the hide of some kind of angora cow, back on, and headed out into the night. His hair was still damp, 
and Chris could make out flecks of fresh snow sparkling in it, and he wondered how Jon hadn't frozen. Come 


back as an ice spirit. 

"I talked to Ricky," Jon said. 

Chris could have guessed as much. "What difference does that make?" he replied. 

Im done," he said. "I am going to do not a thing with him anymore. He had to know, he did" 


Somehow Chris found himself looking away, balling up a section of the blanket in his hand. Of course, he 
thought, he'd wanted to hear that. For Jon to make that decision. But when he heard it he felt his stomach 
knot itself up, and he looked up at Jon, all bundled up to protect against the cold and probably not the probing 
fingers of their keyboardist and he said, "Is that all he had to do?" 


Outside, beyond their window, was a streetlight, and it filtered into the room only after filtering through yards 
and yards of air and black and snow, so it provided most of the area with only the dimmest, bluest glow. Jon's 
eyes, though, huge as they were, performed the same task as ever they did and sapped every bit of that 
light into them. Two glimmering beads in the dark that focused squarely on Chris, and that, for an instant, 
intensified under the glare of offense. Jon stepped forward until he stood beside the bed, sight locked onto 
Chris, and he reached up toward the faux fur of his coat, right at the neck. 


He started by unfastening the little buttons buried deep within the fluff, buttons Chris had never actually 
seen. Then in turn Jon rolled his shoulders until the coat slid off of him, catching only at his wrists. Chris 
could have sworn Jon had taken it off the same way the very first time he ever saw him take it off. He felt 
his brows lift, his eyes widen with them. Cold air met the damp, thin line of his parting lips. Jon dropped the 
coat onto the floor. 


Then just as slowly, just as silently, Jon stepped out of his shoes, peeled off his socks. And he took his shirt 


off, then his pants, and soon enough he stood there completely naked, his eyes never even momentarily 


flickering away from Chris. 
"Do you see anything new?" he asked. 


He performed a slow pivot to allow Chris a survey of his whole body. Chris searched every inch of him for a 
reason to find it a cruel gesture. After all, looking at the same scratches and bruises that hours ago had 
started all this was something that Jon had to know would hurt Chris, would absolutely maim him. 


But that was the thing. Chris could only find the old marks, nothing new. Even the faint pink dents where bite 


marks had once lain had faded. They'd either been very careful or very celibate. 


Chris almost protested again. He opened his mouth to do so, when Jon inched forth again and climbed back into 
the bed, leaning in and kissing him, the weight of his body causing Chris to roll onto his back. Jon straddled him, 
sitting atop his hips. Only when he pulled his lips away did Chris realize Jon tasted like himself, that smoky 
cinnamon flavor, the first taste Chris had ever gotten of him. Almost out of instinct, it made Chris move 
down, kissing Jon's jawline and his neck and down to his collarbones and shoulder, all of it smelling honeyish and 
soapy, feeling cold. Not a trace of alcohol, not a trace of cigarette, not a trace of man. Just a cold, clean, 


untouched Jon for him to roll with onto their sides and pull a blanket over and keep on kissing. 


"| could never leave you," Jon said, ignoring the trembling going on everywhere else in his body. "You're so 
scared, Christopher, and the last person who should make you be feeling that way is me, it is. That's what I've 
been doing, isn't it? l'm so sorry, Chris." 


Chris didn't stop. He slowed, but he didn't stop. Jon was a better talker than he was, even if he did it in a silly 


way, and Chris would let him go for as long as he needed. 


"Me going off and staying out, it makes you scared, | know," he continued. "You get so scared that you can't 
look out into the world around you, outside the walls. You want to stay inside all the time. In the bathtub, in 
bed, just-inside. It makes me miss you. I've no reason to make you do that. You're so attuned to things. It is a 


gift you have, it is. You need to be letting everyone see it" 


"| need you, Jon," Chris replied, pressing his face into the space between Jon's neck and shoulder and the pillow 
underneath. "But | don't want you hanging around me because you feel obligated. You feel obligated” 


He shook his head. "Not in the slightest. If | felt so obligated, would | go off with Ricky?" 


The nerve of him to say that, Chris thought, but he was so warm, so enveloped in soap and honey, he couldn't 


be angry. Still, he reminded him, "You already did.” 


"That's what I'm saying," Jon said. "IF | felt obligated to stick by and take care of you all your life and guard 
you from everything outside, would | take off with him whenever | feel? Would | leave you feeling so 


frightened? Would | do that to you? 


"That doesn't make any sense." 
‘Of course it does. You're looking at it all silly." 
"It doesn't make any sense." Then again, Jon never made any sense. 


"I am not obligated to do a thing with you," Jon said. He brought his hands up to hold the back of Chris' head, 
and as he spoke, he wove his fingers through his hair. Time for Chris to listen again. "I'm staying right here 
with you because you're my Fish. I'm staying because | love you, not because | feel like | have to. If | ever 


wanted to leave | would leave. But | never will. Do you know why?" 


Both of them rustled for a moment, Jon to gaze down into Chris' eyes, and Chris to plead with him, "I don't 
understand," because Jon was far too giggly to have laid under him only a few hours ago bearing the marks of 


another man's trespass onto him. 
"Do you remember the night we met?" Jon asked. 
‘Something's the matter with you if you think | could ever forget," he answered. 


Jon beamed, almost as if he hadn't expected him to. Curious. "Do you remember when we were writing 


Sweetness, and | got up to take my coat off?" 
"Sort of" 


"You made the same exact face right then that you did when | took my coat off just now." He kissed the top 


of Chris' head. "You're amazed by me, aren't you?" 
"Anyone would be," Chris chuckled. "You're not human. | don't understand how you're real." 


A squeeze. "See? You say that and you feel that way and your face goes all ways that you don't even realize 
when you see me and I'm sure-l know, I'm positive-that so, so, so very many others think the same way, but 
you're the only one who doesn't act like I'm not real. You still touch me. You hold me and you talk to me and 
you listen and you want me to be with you all the time, not set me up as if I'm on display. You don't want to 


study me. You just want me. And you always have." 


Chris turned his eyes up at him briefly. What did Jon mean by that? How had Rick actually treated him? 
Viewed him? He couldn't imagine badly, no, certainly not badly. But certainly not the way Jon deserved. Needed. 
With his fingertip he traced around the edge of that darkening bruise on Jon's chest, as lightly as he could. "Of 


course | have. | love you.” 


Another squeeze. Jon tipped his head down to nuzzle his face into Chris’ hair. "I love you, too. Nothing is 
capable of taking that away. I've loved you since my little eyes followed Jack Barrie's fingertip over to the 


sight of you in the corner at the La Chasse Club. There's never been a moment | stopped loving you ever 


since. I've been terribly foolish.” 

"Terribly." What an understatement. One word and that melancholy cloud rolled back into place about Chris’ 
thoughts. He was frowning quite without giving himself permission "I just wish | understood why you did what 
you did. We can love each other all we want but | just- don't see why, Jon, | don't get it" 

Jon's reply was, "I'm very weak, Christopher." 

And Chris' argument was, "No, you're not" 

“Terribly weak." 

"You're the strongest person I've ever met." 


"l'm made of dust." 


Chris knitted his brows, bobbing his head back. he paused, waiting for Jon to go on, elaborate, and when he 
didn't, he started the inquiry, "Made of-" 


"-All of us, everyone, we all are made of the earth, different kinds of soil," Jon finally said. "People like me are 


dust. You could brush a feather against me and I'd go all blowing over. I'm weak. That's all it took" 
“All what took?" Though he had a more than decent feeling. 


"He's a feather. Rick" Jon's lips folded into a frown, still nestled in Chris’ hair. "| feel nothing until I'm already 
down and he's swirling me about." 


Dirt and feathers were not typical Jon metaphors. Jon making metaphors that didn't involve flowers and rivers 
was cause for alarm. "Well, what about me, then?" Chris asked. "What does that make me?" 


"A stone," he responded. "A lot of the same dirt as me, only wetted and glued together and then dried until 
you're a solid ball of rock" He pulled out of Chris' hair, his smile having returned just as silently as it had 
disappeared. "You're the strong one, Chris. You're so much stronger than | am." 

Such optimism. It made Chris sigh. "You don't know the first thing about me, then" 

“There's nothing that has ever made you for even a second forget me, is there?" Jon asked. 


"Nothing. Ever." 


"Then you must understand. l'm terrible to you." A frown from Jon. 


"| don't think so." A grin from Chris. 
"Christopher, will you look at me?" 

He did, after a moment, after he'd first looked at patches of dark and skin just to the sides of Jon's face. 
"Do you remember when | first asked you to look at me?" 

"| looked at you, too, you know." 


"You hesitated for exactly as long, and then your eyes twitched in exactly the same direction. Then you looked 
at me, and | thought your eyes were the most beautiful color I'd ever seen in all my days, | did" He stroked 
Chris’ bangs, pushing them away from his eyes. "You may never forgive me for what I've done, but I'll never 


forget you ever again." 


What a beautiful little simpleton. That was part of why he loved Jon as much as he did, why he'd fallen in love 
with him so long ago. He cared for everything and everyone, could see the beauty and the good in all of it, and 
when bad things happened, he could hardly recognize them, because he was so focused on the wonderment of 
it. He hadn't had a clue what he and Rick had been up to-just that it was happening, and he cared for Rick an 
awful lot, though he didn't love him, and Rick didn't get much more out of it than getting off. As far as Jon 
was concerned, his friend Ricky liked him, and just because he didn't like him the way Chris liked him, that was 


no reason not to go along and feel good with him. 


Chris was in love with the most benevolent, golden-hearted, idiotic adulterer in the world. Or, he supposed now, 


just the most benevolent, golden-hearted idiot in the world. 
"| can't believe | made you choose," he said. 
lm delighted you made me choose. | needed it." 


Jon moved down to kiss him, just as Chris reached his hands up to push through and hopefully warm Jon's 
still-icy hair. Tomorrow the snow would fill and erase the footprints leading from their chalet to Rick's. Chris, 
enjoying wholeheartedly the idea of this, smiled into the kissing until he could stand it no longer, and rolled Jon 


onto his back. "I love you," he told him, again 


‘| love you, Too," Jon said, holding onto him around the shoulders while wrapping his legs around Chris' hips. 
"Are you as terribly cold as | am..?" he asked, in the kind of precious, clueless tone of seduction only Jon could 


emit. 


The kind of precious, clueless tone only Chris would ever hear. He answered him by moving in and kissing him, 
just warm enough to heat the indoors and leave the snow outside untouched, falling, covering the nightmare of 


the evening under a thick white blanket. 


